


Satan's Servant

by Blackbourne



Category: Pirates of the Caribbean
Genre: Adventure, Romance
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-11 23:16:25
Updated: 2016-04-11 23:16:25
Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:38:20
Rating: M
Chapters: 1
Words: 364
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Esmé Rose was travelling from England to Port Royal for what seemed to be a simple assassination. But when a storm hits the job is no longer so simple. OC/OC





	Satan's Servant

Disclaimer I do not own Pirates of the Caribbean.

Travelling from London to Port Royal was beginning to become a tedious journey. The constant stares of lust and distrust were beginning to become irritating. I rolled my eyes at a sailor who was leering at me and wandered to the side of the ship to peer over the edge. An uneasy feeling settling in my stomach at the simple idea of tipping over the edge. The water churned, splashing up the side of the ship, Grey storm clouds rolling in over head, making me feel uneasy about the hours to come.

"My lady, there is a storm rolling in you should be inside!" Just as the sentence was uttered the heavens opened soaking anything and everything through.

"Yes thank you Captain, I did notice." The salty spray sting my eyes, as I pushed passed the captain heading for the Captain's Quarters, when thunder and lightning crashed through the sky, my attention was drawn to the rigging. Men holding on for dear lives attempting to raise the sails. I had suddenly lost my footing when an oncoming wave had suddenly slammed against the ship tipping the vessel back at a dangerously steep level. Falling to my hands and knees I scrambled to get to my feet trying to latch onto anything I could find, Grasping onto the rigging of the ship for stability, I hissed when I felt the sharp sting of rope cutting through my soft hands. The salty spray doing nothing to help. My dress becoming increasingly heavier as the rain pelted me from all sides, my hair now having fallen out if its bun and hanging in my eyes, my vision becoming increasingly limited. Another wave crashed the ship causing me to slip slightly on the flooding deck causing the rope to burn my hands. I managed to gain my footing when a sailer crashed into me. Before I knew it I was plummeting to the clasps of the ocean below, crashing into the tides, with the weight of my dress pulling me under. Struggling to reach the surface I attempted to undo my bodice before the word around me went black.


End file.
